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was alert, of course I questioned him — how often I have wished I had not For the tale he told was sad. Nothing new, nay, it was common even; but so is " battle, murder, and sudden death/' from which, nevertheless, we pray each day to be delivered. Ah! his tale was sad if common.
It seemed that when Semantha followed, that treacherous young brute, her convicted lover, she had at first obtained a situation as a servant, so she could not come to the prison every visiting day, and what was worse in his eyes, she was most poorly paid, and had but very small sums to spend upon extras for him. He grumbled loudly, and she was torn with loving pity. Then quite suddenly she was stricken down with sickness, and her precious brute had to do without her visits for a time and the small comforts she provided for him, until one visiting day he fairly broke down and roared with rage and grief over the absence of his tobacco.eny herself a longed-forrthere was no provision made for handkerchiefs, nois fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
